* The Banishment of
The full moon was a quarter up the sky, and it appeared
to be racing in the wrack of cloud. Yazathingyan,
huddled on the elephant, wrapped himself in a cloak.
They were passing along the reedy shore of a lake with
woods on their right hand. The velocity of the wind
increased, tearing through the branches and whipping
away the surface of the water. It was difficult to make
headway, and those on foot sought shelter under the
lea of the elephant. When the storm reached its maxi-
mum, great trees began to be thrown down before and
behind them. Yazathingyan was past caring whether
he was struck or not, but the elephant retained its wits
and waded a short distance into the lake, coming to a
halt among some tall water-plants where it was beyond
range of the falling trees. These grasses were bending
under the wind, pliant as whips. They stooped and
righted themselves again as the gusts passed over
them. Yasathingyan sat there watching the raging
wind. He remarked its power over the trees; the greater
they were, the more frequent their fall. But the grasses
did not suffer; they bent and the wind was impotent to
harm them. He saw in this a symbol of what had just
happened to him. Queen Saw's word, pliancy, recurred
to his mind. Had he been pliant as a water-plant, the
King's malevolence could have done him no harm.
What a fool he had been not to follow her advice! With
all his experience, he had no sense, not as much sense
as a water-plant, which knew how to preserve itself by
leaning from the gale. Like the big trees, he had been
uprooted, split and flung down.

The storm passed over, a deluge of rain in its tail.
They continued their journey. At dawn they entered
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